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are not Arabia, nor are their inhabitants Arabs. The populations
alluded to are instead a mixture of Curdes, Turcomans, Syrians,
Phoenicians, Armenians, Berbers, Greeks, Turks, Copts, Alba-
nians, Chaldseans, not to mention the. remnants of other and
older races, with a little, a very little Arab blood, one in twenty
at most, and that little rediluted by local and territorial in-
fluences.    That all more or less speak Arabic is a fact which
gives them no more claim to be numbered among Arabs, than
speaking  bad   English  makes an Englishman of a native of
Connaught or of Texas.    For the popular figure of the Bedouin,
I must add, that even were he sketched, as he rarely is, from
the genuine nomade of Arabia, it would be no juster to bring
1dm forward as an example of Arab life and society, than to
publish the " Pickwick Papers," or " Nicholas Nickleby," with
" Scenes  in High  Life," or " Tales of the Howards," on the
back.     These unlucky and   much-talked-of Bedouins in  the
Syrian, also miscalled Arabian, desert, are in fact only hybrids,
crosses between  Turcoman and  Curdish tribes,  with a small
and questionable infusion of Arab blood,  and that too none
of the  best,  like a wine-glass  of thin  claret  poured into a
tumbler  of  water.     In short,   among  these  races,  town  or
Bedouin, we have no real authentic Arabs.    Arabia and Arabs
begin south of Syria and Palestine, west of Ba?rah and Zobeyr,
east of Kerak and the Eed Sea.    Draw a line across from the
top of the Eed Sea to the top of the Persian Gulf; what is
below that line is alone Arab: and even then do not reckon
the pilgrim route, it is half Turkish; nor Medinah, it is cos-
mopolitan ; nor the seacoast of Yemen, it is Indo-Abyssinian;
least of all Mecca,  the common sewer of Mahometans of all
kinds,  nations,   and  lands,   and where   every  trace  of Arab
identity has long since been effaced by promiscuous immorality
and the corruption of ages.    Mascat and Kateef must also stand
with Mokha and 'Aden on the list of exceptions.

But to return to Ha^a, whence the Nabathsoans have led us
on a long and circuitous track. It was the form of poetry
usual in Hasa which first set us on their trail. While at
Hofhoof many pieces of ISTabtee, fewer of Arab versification,
composed by authors still living, were sung or recited before
me, some of remarkable originality and terseness. A lament
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